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Winston  Goes  to  Skule 


It  was  a bright  cold  day  in  April,  and  the 
clocks  were  striking  thirteen.  Winston  Skule, 
his  chin  nuzzled  into  his  breast  in  an  effort  to 
escape  the  vile  wind,  slipped  quickly  through 
the  doors  of  VICTORY  HEADQUARTERS, 
the  building  twice  destroyed  by  fire  and  once 
called  Sandford  Fleming. 

The  hallways  were  covered  with  large, 
hideous  posters.  On  them  was  one  of  those 
pictures  which  are  so  contrived  that  the  eyes 
follow  you  about  when  you  move.  "SAC  IS 
WATCHING  YOU”,  the  caption  beneath  it 
read.  ‘ Bullshit”, Winston  thought. 

At  the  end  of  -the  hallway  was  a large  en- 
trance way  above  which  was  the  single  word 
ENGSOC.  Several  years  had  passed,  perhaps  as 
many  as  ten.  since  ENGSOC  had  occupied  a 
small  corner  in  the  basement  of  the  building. 
Now  ENGSOC  was  headquarters  to  the 
Brotherhood,  a clandestine  organization  ready 
to  overthrow  the  Inner  Party  at  any  moment. 
Winston  hastily  purchased  a case  of  VICTORY 
BEER,  opened  a bottle  and  gulped  it  down  like 
a dose  of  medicine.  "BEER  IS  ONLY  REN- 
TED” read  the  sign  pasted  haphazardly  to  the 
wall. 

Winston  wandered  back  out  into  the  gusty 
street.  The  university  looked  bleak  as  always. 
The  wind  blew  discarded  Varsity  newspapers 
about  the  pavement.  Nearby,  shivering  pre- 
meds  were  holding  yet  another  Junior  Anti- 


SAC  League  meeting,  facing  east  and  praying 
to  their  mecca,  the  Medical  Sciences  building. 
The  building  had  only  recently  been  renamed 
the  Ministry  of  Hippocrates,  and  was  a place 
impossible  to  enter  except  by  dirtying  one’s 
knees  or  falsifying  MCAT  scores.  Unbeknown- 
st to  these  poor  souls.  Minihippo  was  anything 
but  a mecca  of  medical  knowledge.  Students 
inside  were  forced,  twenty  four  hours  a day,  to 
memorize  trivial  facts  that  normal  human 
beings  neither  needed  nor  cared  to  know. 

There  were  two  other  ministries  in  what  was 
known  with  a nudge  and  a wink  as  the  "Har- 
vard of  the  North.”  These  were  the  Ministry  of 
Truth  (Minitruth)  and  the  Ministry  of  Colleges 
and  Universities  (Minicow). 

In  the  north,  the  Ministry  of  Truth  towered 
vast  and  ugly  above  the  grimy  landscape.  It 
was  an  enormous  bird-like  structure  of  glit- 
tering white  concrete.  From  the  street,  Winston 
recalled,  one  could  just  read  the  three  spray- 
painted  slogans  of  the  party: 

WAR  i . PLACE 
FREEDOM  IS  SLAVERY 
IGNORANCE  IS  SAC 

The  Ministry  of  Truth  contained  many 
departments.  The  Fiction  Department  was 
where  Winston  often  worked.  It  was  here  that 
lab  reports  were  recalled  and  rewritten  again 
and  again,  to  be  reissued  without  any  ad- 
mission that  alterations  had  been  made. 


Tutorspeak 


Tutorspeak  is  the  official  language  of  all  of 
Soceania  and  was  devised  to  meet  the 
idiotilogical  needs  of  Eng  Soc..  The 
Engineering  Society.  All  university  tutorial 
quizzes,  lab  reports  and  midterms  are  written 
in  it.  It  is  expected  that  Tutorspeak  will  finally 
supercede  Artspeak  by  about  the  year  2050. 
Meanwhile,  it  gains  ground  steadily.  All  inner 
Party  members  (Engineers)  tend  to  use  Tutor 
speak  words  and  grammathematicai  construc- 
tions more  and  more  in  their  everyday  speech. 
The  version  now  in  use  and  embodied  in  the 
ninth  and  tenth  editions  of  theTuiorspeak  Dic- 
tionary (a.k.a.  CALCULUS  with  Analytic 
Geometry  by  Earl  W.  Swokowski)  is  a 
provisional  one  and  contains  many  superfluous 
words  and  archaic  formations  (e.g.  "slide  rule") 
which  will  be  suppressed  later.  It  is  with  this 
final  perfected  version,  as  embodied  in  the 
Eleventh  edition  of  the  Dictionary,  that  we  are 
concerned  here. 

The  purpose  of  Tutorspeak  is  not  only  to 
provide  a medium  of  expression  for  the 
analytic  and  sexual  habits  proper  to  the 
devotees  of  Skule,  but  to  make  all  other  modes 
of  thought  impossible.  It  is  intended  that  when 
Tutorspeak  has  been  adopted  once  and  for  all 
and  Artspeak  forgotten,  a heretical  thought  — 


that  is,  a wrong  answer,  stupid  question  or  an 
Artsie  bullshit  philosophical  idea  — should  be 
literally  unthinkable,  at  least  so  far  as  thought 
is  dependent  on  words.  The  vocabulary  is  so 
constructed  as  to  give  exact  and  often  very 
subtle  expressions  to  every  meaning  that  either 
inner  or  outer  (other  non-Artsies)  Party  mem- 
bers could  properly  wish  to  express,  while  ex- 
cluding all  other  meanings.  This  is  done  partly 
by  the  invention  of  new  words,  but  chiefly  by 
eliminating  undesireable  words  and  by  strip- 
ping such  words  as  remain  of  unorthodox 
meanings.  To  give  a single  example,  the  word 
"fuck”  exists  in  Tutorspeak.  but  it  can  only  be 
used  in  such  statements  as  “I  want  fuck  you"  or 
"What  doubleplusgood  fuck  Saturday  unday  I 
haved!"  It  cannot  be  used  in  its  old  sense  as  in 
“Gee  did  I get  fucked  good  on  that  exam!"  or 
"What  the  fuck  is  going  on  in  PSY  100?" 

Tutorspeak  was  designed  not  to  extend  but  to 
diminish  the  range  of  thought  to  that  com- 
patible with  the  ideas  of  Skule.  This  purpose 
was  indirectly  assisted  by  cutting  the  choice  of 
words  down  to  a minimum.  Have  you  ever 
wondered  why  so  many  tutors  sound  like  they 
fjust  keep  repeating  the  same  words  over  and 
|pver  again? 

continued  on  page  4 


Naturally,  the  thought  police  (once  called  the 
Faculty)  were  unaware  of  this  covert  process, 
as  were  those  semi-intelligent  beings  who  spoke 
a language  only  barely  resembling  English 
( tutorspeak ),  such  doublespeak  came  easily 
to  Winston.  There  was  but  one  thought  that 
Winston  couldn’t  manage  to  distort;  that  was 
the  idiom  SAC  SUX.  Yes,  a truth  remained. 

As  he  walked,  Winston  surveyed  the 
wasteland  around  him.  Scattered  about  the 
campus  were  three  buildings  of  similar  ap- 
pearance and  size  — the  megacolleges.  Years 
before,  such  uncollege s as  New.  Innis  and  the 
half  college,  Woodsworth.  had  almagamated  to 
become  one  large  nondescript  conglomerate. 
This  collection  of  mediocrity  occupied  one  of 
the  three  buildings.  The  second  building 
housed  St.  U.C.,  once  known  separately  as  St. 
Mike's  and  University  Colleges.  It  was  here 
that  the  proles  could  gorge  on  such 
gastronomic  delights  and  spaghetti  and  lox  on  a 
bagel,  and  raortadella  blintzes.  Winston  shud- 
.dered  as  he  envisioned  the  pathetic  faces  bent 
over  their  steaming  dishes  of  prole/eed. 

He  laughed  though  as  he  considered  the 
third  building,  known  as  Polo  College.  It  had 
been  established  when  the  heads  of  old  Trinity 
and  Victoria  Colleges.  Buffy  and  Skip,  realized 
that  only  through  amalgamation  could  they 
preserve  their  status  as  the  largest  consumer  of 
designer  clothing  at  Holt  Renfrew  and  Creeds. 

Suddenly,  Winston's  reverie  was  broken.  "I 
have  to  take  a wicked  leak,"  he  thought. 
Ahead  of  him  was  an  ornate,  overpowering 
building.  The  Ministry  of  Colleges  and  Univer- 
sities. Winston  climbed  the  stairs  and  pulled  at 
the  towering  door.  "Down  the  hall  to  the 
right,"  the  fat  lady  said.  Almost  crying  in 
doublepluspain  he  fumbled  through  his  pockets 
for  the  precious  quarter  that  would  gain  him 
entry  into  the  cubicle.  This  particular  stall  was 
the  one  place  where  Winston  could  think 
without  fear  of  the  telescreens  or  the  thought 
police. 

Winston  gazed  at  the  thoughtcrime  scrawled 
desparately  on  the  walls  around  him: 
“University  requires  funds:  diplomas  for  sale,” 
"Big  Bette  is  watching  you!".  No  one.  it 
seemed,  dared  to  openly  resist  the  powerful 
Ministry  of  Colleges  and  Universities,  a tightly 
run  organization  responsible  for  underfunding. 
Or  was  it  doubleplusunderfunding ? Winston 
couldn't  remember.  He  wondered  if  the  univer- 
sities had  ever  had  the  funds  they  needed. 

With  the  resolve  bom  of  relief,  Winston 
quickly  buttoned  his  trousers  and  strode  off  to 
rouse  the  student  body  from  its  apathetic 
stupor  to  fight  the  menace  of  underfunding. 
"Without  adequate  funding,  their  education 
will  be  useless",  he  thought.  "For  that  they 
could  all  go  to  York.  We  can  change  things! 
We  must!... Then  again.”  he  sighed  as  he  en- 
tered Victory  Headquarters  once  more, 
"maybe  I’ll  just  go  buck  to  room  101  and  have 
another  beer...” 
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It’s  somewhat  comforting  to 
know  that  in  these  troubled 
times  of  nuclear  weapons  and 
terrorist  bombings,  at  least  one 
man’s  vision  of  gloom  has  not 
completely  come  to  pass. 
Perhaps  Orwell's  Nineteen 
Eighty-Four  was  a self- 
defeating  prophecy.  All  the 
better  for  we  who  heeded  his 
warning. 

Without  a doubt  he  instilled 
a bit  of  paranoia  in  our 
society.  Let  the  police  become 
just  a little  too  casual  in  their 
mail  opening  or  wire-tapping 
and  a great  howl  is  raised  by 
civil  liberties  groups.  Mind 
you,  this  preoccupation  with 
freedom  of  rights  has  also 
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lead,  ironically,  to  the 
proliferation  of  hate  literature 
and  lax  gun  control  laws.  As 
with  everything  else  in  life,  it 
seems  that  a balance  must  be 
struck. 

In  general  though,  we  can 
be  confident  that  our  collec- 
tive paranoia  has  effectively 
forestalled  the  existence  of  the 
repressive  state  described  in 
Orwell’s  vision.  This  doesn’t 
mean,  however,  we  can  all  let 
out  a great  sigh  of  relief  and 
say,  "there,  it's  1984  and  we’re 
still  free.  We’re  safe  now.’’  Af- 
ter all,  just  because  we’re 
paranoid  doesn't  mean  we’re 
not  being  watched... 

— D.M. 
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Something’s  wrong!  The  Toike  editur  still 
hasn’t  failed.  Come  on  out  and  give  him  a 
hand. 
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Letters  to  the  Editur 


Dear  Editor, 

Perhaps  you  have  heard  of 
me  and  my  nation-wide  cam- 
paign in  the  case  of  temperance. 
Each  year  for  the  past  fourteen, 
I have  made  a tour  of  Ontario, 
Quebec  and  the  Maritime 
Provinces  delivering  a series  of 
lectures  on  the  evils  of  drinking. 
On  this  tour,  I have  been  ac- 
companied by  my  young  friend 
and  assistant,  Clyde  Limpton. 

Clyde  is  a pathetic  example  of 
life  ruined  by  an  excessive  in- 
dulgence in  whiskey  and 
women.  Clyde  would  appear 
with  me  at  lectures  and  sit  on 
the  platform  drunk,  wheezing, 
staring  at  the  audience  through 
heavy,  bleary,  bloodshot  eyes, 
sweating  profusely,  picking  his 
nose,  passing  gas,  and  making 
obscene  gestures,  while  I poin- 
ted him  out  as  an  example  of 
what  over-indulgence  can  do  to 
a person. 

This  winter,  unfortunately, 
Clyde  passed  away.  A mutual 
friend  has  given  me  your  name, 
and  I wonder  if  you  would  be 
available  to  take  Clyde’s  place 
on  this  year’s  tour. 

Rev.  Elton  S.  Jones,  Pastor 
Church  of  the  Open  Door  Mission 

Dear  Sir, 

First  of  all,  I’d  like  to  say 
that  I have  nothing  against  the 
blind,  but  as  a neophyte 
engineering  student  at  U of  T, 


I have  to  wonder  about  the 
braille  plates  in  the  Sandford 
Fleming  elevators.  Are  they 
really  necessary?  Certain 
problems  are  inherent  in  the 
design.  Okay,  so  you’re  blind 
and  for  some  reason  you’re  in 
the  Sandford  Fleming 
Building.  First  problem: 
Where  to  go — “Excuse  me  sir, 
can  you  push  me  in  the  general 
direction  of  the  elevators?" 
Assuming  that  the  question  is 
asked  of  an  english  speaking 
non-sadist  you  may  eventually 
arrive  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
elevators.  Now  you’ve  got  to 
run  your  hand  along  the  wall 
to  find  the  button.  Try  it 
sometime.  I did.  As  well  as 
getting  my  hand  dirty,  I hit  the 
down  button  when  I wanted  to 
go  up.  Nevertheless,  you’ve 
made  it  to  the  elevator,  so  you 
feel  along  the  braille  panel  for 
the  floor  number.  Unfor- 
tunately, your  hand  starts 
descending  directly  over  the 
alarm  button,  and  a fellow 
passenger  finds  it  necessary  to 
kick  you  in  the  testicles  before 
you  go  much  further.  This  is 
the  ultimate  irony.  You’re 
blind,  alarms  are  going  off 
around  your  head,  your  hand 
is  dirty,  and  someone  kicks 
you  in  the  balls.  Clearly, 
braille  in  the  elevators  has 
caused  you  more  trouble  than 
would  have  otherwise  oc- 
curred. But  does  it  really  mat- 


ter? What  did  you  come  to  .the 
Sandford  Fleming  Building  for 
in  the  first  place?  To  read  a 
book  in  the  library? 

My  advice  to  blind  people  is 
to  stay  out  of  the  S.F.  Building 
and  to  go  to  an  Arts  and 
Science  Building  instead. 
Everyone  there  is  blind 
anyway. 

Winston  Smith 
Ministry  of  Truth 

Dear  Editur, 

What  is  this  university  plan- 
ning to  do  about  the  queers 
that  hang  around  the  Hart 
House  washrooms  and  those 
damn  Commies  in  the  Sid 
Smith  lounge?  I am  scared 
shitless  to  use  the  can  for  fear 
of  catching  something.  I mean, 
come  on,  God  didn’t  create 
Adam  and  Steve. 

The  Commies  make  me  just 
as  sick.  I feel  like  tearing  down 
all  their  posters.  Imagine 
eating  lunch  with  Marx’s  huge 
bearded  mug  staring  down  at 
you  out  of  his  damn  Centenary 
posters.  Why  does  anybody 
join  those  Commie  clubs 
anyway?  Wasn’t  it  Marx  who 
said  “I’d  never  join  any  club 
that  would  have  me  as  a mem- 
ber!” It's  no  coincidence  that 
both  queers  and  Commies  are 
“pinkos".  Nuke  ’em  both! 

Yours  ignorantly, 
Melvin  Bigotter 
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Introducing  Molson  Bock. 
A surprisingly  refreshing  taste. 

At  regular  prices. 


Big  Sis'  Box 


Dear  Big  Sis’  Box, 

On  the  subject  of 
psychology,  here  is  an  in- 
teresting case  that  happened  to 
me  on  theT.T.C... 

When  I was  in  grade  ten  I 
was  sitting  in  the  very  front  car 
of  the  subway  train,  watching 
the  lights  change  as  we  passed 
different  points  on  the  track. 
My  nose  was  pressed  against 
the  glass  in  fascination.  Sud- 
denly, just  as  we  reached 
Queen’s  Park  Station,  a guy 
jumped  out  in  front  of  the 
train.  He  looked  just  like 
Superman  until  he  hit  the  win- 
dow right  in  front  of  me  (in- 
cidentally he  cracked  the  sub- 
way driver’s  window)  and  slid 
down  beneath  the  train. 

I was  totally  shocked  and 
have  often  relived  the  whole 


picture  in  my  mind,  from  the 
screams  of  those  on  the  plat- 
form, to  the  thud  of  the  body 
almost  right  against  my  face. 

I was  so  confused  after  what 
happened.  Several  Grownups 
however,  who  always  know 
everything,  said  that  judging 
by  the  time  of  day  (3: 10), his 
briefcase,  and  the  station  it 
occurred  at — he  was  probably 
a university  student! 

At  the  time,  my  young  op- 
timistic mind  could  not  com- 
prehend why  anyone  would 
ever  let  a silly  thing  like  Skule 
get  to  him. 

Now  Tm  not  so  sure. 

Oops... gotta  go.  I think  I 
hear  my  train  coming. 

Will  Fiddlehead 
Eng  Sci  FIrosh 


Dear  Big  Sis’  Receptacle, 

I am  a homosexual  student 
at  U of  T.  Although  I have 
been  studying  very  hard  all 
year,  I have  not  yet  been 
allowed  to  write  a single  test  or 
examination.  Every  time  the 
prof  says  no  aids  are  permit- 
ted, I get  up  and  walk  out  of 
the  room.  Tm  getting  a little 
frustrated.  Please  aid. 

Yours  failingly 
Boy  George 


heard:  “magnetic  fields,  in- 
finite lines  of  charge."  Some 
insane  producer  had  put 
ELE121S  — Electricity  and 
Masochism  on  the  album, 
backwards! 

It  is  no  wonder  these  people 
act  the  way  they  do.  My  only 
suggestions  are  that  there 
should  be  tighter  security  at 
these  concerts  and  that  we,  the 
students  of  U of  T,  should 
collect  all  the  classical  and 
opera  albums  and  have  a 
record  burning  demonstration. 


this  paper. 

Big  :FH&-Sis 


Dear  Big  Godiva, 

I’m  sorry  to  hear  that  you’re 
dead.  I didn’t  even  know  that 
you  were  sick.  By  the  way,  what 
is  “Godiva’s  Box”?  Is  it  that 
wooden  crate  that  you  jump  out 
of  on  Godiva  Week? 

Yours  receptacly, 
Dave  Hodge 
ELEC  8T4 


ding  our  own  business,  this 
wild  group  of  people  came  out 
of  a Pavarotti  concert.  These 
hooligans  in  tuxedos  started 
rocking,  banging  and  rolling 
cars.  They  proceeded  to  block 
traffic  and  they  were  very 
abusive  to  us  and  other  passers 
by.  They  tipped  over  garbage 
cans  and  made  a mess  of  the 
road.  I even  saw  one  man, 
who  couldn’t  have  been  less 
than  60  years  old,  throw  a bot- 
tle of  champagne  at  a police 
officer. 

I went  the  next  day  to  buy  a 
Pavarotti  album  just  to  see 
what  inspired  these  middle 
aged  maniacs  and  deranged 
geriatrics.  I put  it  on  my  tur- 
ntable and  proceeded  to  play  it 
backwards  to  see  if  there  were 
any  secret  messages  from  the 
devil.  I was  shocked  at  what  I 


Yours  sincerely 
R R 

CHEM  8T7 

Dear  Godiva’s  receptacle, 

How  come  you  never  show  us 
your  breasts  anymore?  In  the 
old  Toikes  you  proudly 
displayed  the  youthful  fullness 
of  your  bountiful  mammary 
glands.  Now  all  we  horny 
engineers  get  to  see  is  your  face. 
There’s  a rumour  going  around 
that  you’re  getting  old  and  that 
your  breasts  are  now  shriveled 
and  sagging.  Say  it  ain’t  so, 
Godiva  baby.  Please,  say  it  ain’t 
so! 

Yours  hopefully, 
Phil  McCracken 

Dear  Phi I YerCracken, 

It’s  just  an  ugly  rumour  being 
spread  by  undergraduate 
cosmetic  surgeons  in  that  dung- 
hole  they  cal I Med  Sci.  But 
anyway,  Phil,  I’m  not  a cheap, 
two-bit  slut  like  the  rest  of  the 
broads  that  you  know.  Hell, 
you  don  7 even  have  to  pay  for 


Dear  Dave, 

No,  Dave,  nobody  ever  gets 
slivers  from  MY  box. 

Big  Sis 


Deer  Godzilla’s  Protracticle, 

Ala  mode  ebbri  biddy  dinks 
ime  a come  pleat  morone.  Knot 
wittrout  gad  reezonn,  but  thuh 
fucked  thut  a yam  buthres  mi. 
Pleez  tel  mne  ewat  todo. 

Mine  Elsewhere, 
Ima  Ne  Budy 

Dear  Ima, 

Become  a teaching  assistant 
at  U of  T. 

Big  Sis 


Dr  Gdvs  rcptcl, 

Hv  ths  prblm  tht  cnt  wrt  vwls. 
Cny  hlpm? 

Sncrl, 

Th  Rt.  Hnrbl  JhnQst. 


DrJhn, 

Fckff! 


BgSs 
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Superbowl  Bash 

Sunday  January  22 

Happy  Hour  Prices  k Prizes  for  wearing  the  winning  teams  colours 
Come  dressed  to  play — we’re  ready  to  party!  'k  Beef  on  a Kaiser  Special 

featuring 

The  Pickups 

(David  Bendeth  andB.B.  Gabor) 

doors  open  at  2 pm,  game  at  4:45,  ‘The  Pickups’  following 

HYDRO  PLACE,  700  UNIVERSITY  AVENUE,  595-0700 


Tutorspeak 
continued  from  page  1 

Tutorspeak  is  divided  into 
three  (3)  distinct  classes  known 
as  the  A vocabulary,  the  B 
vocabulary  and  the  C 
vocabulary. 

The  A vocabulary  consists 
of  words  needed  for  the 
business  of  everyday  life — for 
such  things  as  eating, 
drinking,  studying,  drinking, 
taking  off  one's  clothes, 
making  out  in  a Celica, 
drinking,  and  the  like.  It  is 
composed  almost  entirely  of 
words  that  we  already 
possessed — words  like  tit, 
cock,  bush,  bum,  lick,  lust, 
pom,  and  pork. 

Naturally,  it  is  quite  im- 
possible to  use  the  A 
vocabulary  for  useless  literary 
purposes  or  for  pompous 
political  or  philosophical 
discussion.  The  first  positive 
consequence  of  this  limitation 
is  that,  to  the  great  benefit  of 
society,  Barbara  Amiel,  Pierre 
Burton  and  Northrop  Frye 
-have  finally  stowed  their 
shovels. 

A sample  use  of  A 
vocabulary  words  might  be 
"plusgoodlookers  wackyfeel- 
wise  pornthinkful.”  The  shor- 
test rendering  that  one  could 
make  of  this  in  Artspeak 
would  be  “those  whose  out- 
ward appearance  might 
generally  be  considered  very 
sexually  attractive  to  those  of 
the  opposite  sexual  inclination 
cause  stimulating  reveries  of 
pornographic  thought  when 
accompanied  by  prolonged 
masturbation." 

Vocabulary  B is  composed 
of  catch-all  words  without 
which  tutors  would  appear  as 


mere  mortals.  The  most  com- 
mon is  "Trivsol"  which  tran- 
slates as  "you  idiotic  bunch  of 
Ry  High  rejects,  the  solution 
to  this  problem  is  trivial!”  A 
special  favourite  of  the  tutors 
is  Cinchshow.  An  Artspeak 
rendering  might  be  "it  can  be 
easily  proven  that...”  A similar 
term,  preferred  by  textbook 
authors  is  "Exproof”  or  in  Ar- 
tspeak “Let  it  be  know  by  all 
that  the  writer  of  this  in- 
credibly overpriced  textbook, 
in  his  divine  wisdom,  has 
decided  to  leave  the  proof  of 
this  theorem  or  lemma  (What 
the  fuck  are  iemmas  anyway?!) 
as  an  exercise  since  he  is  too 
goddam  lazy  to  do  it  himself.” 
An  author  who  frequently  uses 
"ExprooF'  may  also  stoop  to 
using  "Solex".  This  term,  the 
dread  of  all  students,  means, 
"So  what  if  this  is  the  hardest 
chapter  in  the  book,  I’m  only 
solving  one  example  for  you, 
and  only  halfway,  since  it  is 
“Trivsol.”  ” 

The  last  vocabulary  is  sup- 
plementary to  the  others  and 
consists  entirely  of  scientific 
and  technical  terms.  They  are 
too  boring  to  be  discussed. 
Those  wishing  to  pursue  the 
'matter  are  referred  to  the 
publication  of  Seymour  Lip- 
schitz,  “Noshit  Goodspeak” 


Living  at  UofT 


With  the  arrival  of  a new 
term  we  at  the  Toike  feel  that 
there  is  no  need  for  a repeat  of 
the  classroom  boredom  that 
has  plagued  us  all  in  the  past. 
In  the  following  we  provide 
some  light-hearted  suggestions 
to  brighten  the  dreary  days 
ahead. 

DURING  A LECTURE: 

•Have  a telegram  delivered  to 
your  prof,  advising  him  he  is 
urgently  needed  on  a very  im- 
portant research  project. 

•Start  laughing  hysterically 
when  the  prof  begins  a new 
sentence. 

•Talk  loudly  to  yourself, 
mumbling  most  words  except 
for  phrases  like  “Jesus  Is 


coming”,  “The  end  is  near”  or 
“We’re  all  going  to  die”. 

*Ask  the  prof  to  write  a little 
larger.  As  he  slowly  reverts 
back  to  his  original  size,  pull 
out  a pair  of  binoculars. 

•Have  a pizza  delivered  to 
your  lecture. (Anything  except 
P.P.) 

•Write  an  article  for  the  next 

Toike. 

•Make  loud  animal  sounds  to 
help  keep  fellow  engineers 
amused.  (Try  sheep,  birds, 
monkeys,  etc.) 

•With  a psychotic  expression 
on  your  face,  stand  up,  face 
the  class  and  yell  out:  “No  one 
gets  out  of  here  alive!" 

•Throw  up. 


*Ask  the  professor  a pertinent 
question,  listen  to  his  reply 
very  carefully,  aqd  then 
respond  “Sounds  like  bullshit 
to  me." 

DURING  AN  EXAM: 

*SIt  on  the  other  side  of  the 
table,  facing  opposite  everyone 
else  In  your  class. 

•Grab  your  head  with  both 
hands,  look  towards  the 
ceiling,  and  scream 
“ Aaaaaaaaaa . . . aaaaagh! !!!!!!” 
•Sit  in  a squeaky  chair,  keep 
rocking  back  and  forth  for  the 
entire  exam. 

•With  five  minutes  left  in  the 
exam,  stand  up  and  read  off 
out  loud  all  the  correct  an- 
swers for  everyone  to  hear!  0>- 


If  Lotto  4/69  left  a bad  taste 
in  your  mouth  ... 

The  Skule  Lottery 

First  Prize: 

Weekend  for  two  at  the  Holiday  Inn. 


Other  Prizes: 

Travel  Cuts  discount,  Second  City 
tickets,  Maple  Leaf  Hockey  tickets 
courtesy  of  Carling  O'Keefe  Breweries — 
brewers  of  Miller  High  Life,  Snorkel, 
mask  and  fins,  drafting  board,  squash 
racquet,  $50  gift  certificate  and  morel 

$1  each  or  6 for  $5  tickets  at  the  Stores 
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Shitty  Li; 

On  location  with 


George  Orwell 


(Telescreen  viewers  note:  stay  tuned  after  the  interview  to  watch 
Fargo  coach  Bill  Obobovich  talk  to  tight-end  Otis  Yoraama. 
Then  stay  tuned  for  "It's  Your  Money"  with  host  Herschel  Stein- 
steen.) 

Brian  Lendahand:  So  George,  I thought  you  were  dead. 

George  Orwell:  Eh?  Jesus... you  half-arsed  TV  people,  always 
shootin’  off  at  the  mouth,  askin’  quarter-arse  questions  a- 
bout  people's  backgrounds,  you’d  think... 

BL:  Cut... 

GO:  ...they’d  have  the  decency  to  offer  a man  a real  drink... 
This  shit  tastes  like  Victory  coffee... (throws  contents  of  cup 
at  Lendahand) 

BL:  Make-up!  Make-up!  (small,  effeminate  man  walks  crisply 
over  to  Lendahand  and  dabs  at  his  suit  with  pink  handker- 
chief.) 

GO:  And  furthermore,  you  can  take  off  that  fucking  mask  any- 
time ya  please.  Hallowe’en  was  two  months  ago,  and  I hated 
ET  anyhow. 

BL:  (to  make-up  ‘man’)  That’ll  be  all,  Lance,  (to  Orwell)  My, 
my,  they  should’ve  named  you  George  Omerywell...as  for 
the  drink,  I’m  afraid  we  don’t  allow  alcohol  in  the  studio, 
and  as  for  the  mask,  that's  my  face. 

GO:  Jesus!  Now  I really  need  a drink  (pulls  out  bottle  of  Jack 
Daniels  and  takes  a swig) 

BL:  (to  himself)  I knew  I shouldn’t  have  got  up  this  morning... 
GO:  What’s  that?  Don’t  mumble,  it’s  fucking  rude!  Christ,  if  I 
didn’t  need  the  100  bucks,  I’d  split  this  two-bit  operation 
right  now.  At  least  “Definition”  supplied  the  booze... and 
Dinah  Christie  gives  great... 

BL:  That’s  quite  enough,  Mr.  Orwell. 

GO:  I ain’t  hardly  started,  (takes  another  swig  of  bourbon) 

BL:  (trying  to  regain  composure)  Okay... let’s  see,  where  were 
we?  Let’s  skip  that  first  question... Let’s  talk  about  your 
books.  What  have  you  written  since  Brave  New  World ? 

GO:  YOU  FUCKING  WHOREDOG!!  IT  WAS  HUXLEY! 
ALDOUS  FUCKING  HUXLEY!  And  you  can  take  that  to 
the  bank!  You’re  supposed  to  be  one  of  the  best?  I’d  hate  to 
see... (A  knock  on  side  door  of  studio  interrupts  the  banal 
scene.) 

BL:  (Relieved  at  interruption)  Lance,  could  you  get  that?  Thanks 
ever  so  much.  (Lance  opens  side  door;  pizza  boy  enters) 

BOY:  Pizza  for  Mr.  Orwell? 

BL:  (to  himself)  I shouldn’t  have  got  up  this  morning... 

GO:  Over  here  son.  (gives  him  $10)  Keep  the  change.  (Digs  into 
pizza  with  gusto.) 

Lance:(follows  pizza  boy  to  door)  I could  give  you  a better  tip 
than  that. 

BOY:  Fuck  off  and  die,  queer! 

LANCE:  Ohhh!  Ohhh! 

GO:  (Now  in  a good  mood)  Cripes,  this  is  good  pizza.  Have  a 
slice,  E.T.  It’ll  do  you  good.(accidentally  drops  some  pizza 
on  Lendahand’s  shoes) 

BL:  (squealing  like  a stuck  pig)  My. ..Gucci. ..loafers... 

GO:  Gucci  was  a real  loafer... 

BL:  Mr.  Orwell.  You’ve  just  ruined  a very  expensive  pair  of 
shoes!  You. ..beast! 

GO:  Tm  alright,  you’re  alright... 

BL:  This  is  an  outrage! 

GO:  Gee,  sorry.  Here  let  me  help.  (Scrapes  mozzarella  off  Len- 
dahand’s shoes  and  tosses  remnant  over  shoulder,  where  it 
lands  on  Lance’s  new  angora  sweater.) 

LANCE:  Ohhh!  Ohhh! 

GO:  (belches  extensively)  Well,  what’s  your  next  fuckin' 
question? 

BL:  (about  to  start  crying)  My... shoes... 

GO:  Come  on  now... let’s  not  get  friggin’  emotional  over  a piece 
of  leather. 

LANCE:  Did  someone  say  leather? 

GO:  Listen,  Daniel  Hechter,  keep  it  to  yourself. 

BL:  (sort  of  composed  again)  George,  did  you  have  a deprived 
childhood? 

GO:  Bloody  stupid  questions... did  YOU  have  a friggin'  deprived 
childhood? 

BL:  I thought  I was  doing  the  interview... 

GO:  I ASKED  YOU  A QUESTION,  DAMMIT! 

BL:  (snivelling)  Well,  my  father  used  to  beat  me... 

GO:  That  goes  without  saying. 

BL:(more  snivelling)-  and  I was  the  only  kid  in  the  neighbour- 
hood...who’s  mother  only  served  Cornflakes  for  breakfast. 
All  the  other  kids  (whimper...)  used  to  get  those  neat  sugary 
cereals  with  little  plastic  put-logether  things  inside  them... 
but  what  did  I have  to  look  forward  to  in  the  morning? 

A one  in  2-million  chance  of  winning  a trip  to  Bermuda,  a 
one  in  10,000  chance  of  winning  a 10-speed  bicycle,  a one 
in  1,000  chance  of  winning  a free  cornflake  pillow... it  was 
awful... (sniff) 

GO:  Sorry  I asked-. 

BL:  ..  .or  a recipe  for  Cornflake  crusties... 

GO:  Aw,  shut  up  already. 

BL:  ...why  was  I ever  bom...  continued  OH  page  10 


Big  Brother  Shops 
at  the 

Engineering  Stores 
Why  don’t  you? 

Prices  have  been  lowered: 


Victory  Rolling  Ball  Pens 

$2.94 

Victory  U of  T Notebooks 

$1.40 

Victory  Erasermate  Pens 

$1.00 

and  Refills 

Victory  Pencil  Leads 

75c 

Victory  Staedtler  Polo  Pencils  . . . 

75c 

Victory  Binders 

1 inch  

$2.95 

lVz  inch 

$3.97 

2 inch 

$4.95 

Rusty  Razor  Blades 

The  Engineering  Stores 

Sandford  Fleming  Basement 

Across  from  the  Cafeteria 

OUR  $6  CUT  IS 


jgSfSjS-  m tnamcKts 

% V 

\P 

HERETO  tiulLAR  OFF  TO  FIND  OUT  WHY! 


j$l  OFF  $1  OFF! 

SAVE  ONE  DOLLAR 

■ just  present  this 

■ coupon  to  any  one 

1 of  our  professional 

ma&cuts 

no  appointment  ■ 
necessary 

■ trim  a dollar  off  our 

1 regular  86  price! 

The  great  $6  cut  for  everyone 

9 to  9 

Saturday  9 to  5 1 

9/84  $i  offI 

1 

Ul  OFF 

■ 

5. 

djy  college  street 
One  block  West  of 
Spadina  Avenue 

TO-1/1 

6 •1984»1984*l984»1984»l984»1984»l984»/984»1984»/984»1984»/984»/984»J984»1984*1984»/984»1984»  The  Toike  Oike  »1984»  1984»1984»1984»I984*I984»1984»1984»1984»1984»1984»1984»1984»  JOHUOry  19,  1984 


Godiva  Week  Nine 


The  University  of  Toronto  Engineering  Society  Presents 

CANNONBALL 

the  Annual  Skule  Semi-Formal  Dinner  and  Dance 

Hilton  Harbour  Castle 

Saturday,  January  28, 1984 


tickets  at  the  Eng  Soc 
$25  per  couple 


M* 


A. 


I 


What  IS  That  Smell? 


Haze.  Wind  and  Fog.  I see 
myself  standing  in  an  arena  with 
my  hands  held  out,  cupped. 
Nobody  else  there.  I wait. 
There  comes  a ghastly,  putrid 
wind  from  above  carrying  the 
sound  of  a thousand  nameless 
disasters.  I am  cast  onto  the 
ground.  There  is  a new  but 
familiar  noise:  the  sound  of  the 
foreboding.  It  is  the  groan  of 
that  which  is  to  come.  It  is  the 
effort-noise  which  shakes  the 
sky  itself.  I look  upward.  The 
two  spheres  that  are  the  sky 
separate  slightly  and  from  bet- 
ween them  emerges  the  dark 
mass,  whose  weight  rivals  that 
of  the  sea  itself.  It  is  released 
and  it  falls  towards  me.  I stand 
below  it  with  my  hands  held 
out,  cupped.  I cannot  move... 

Ever  since  like  the  old  days, 
eh?  The  inner  party  W.C.  in 
that  Bucking  Hampalace  or 
whatever,  has  been  just  too 
luck. ..uh... luxurious  to  have  a 
can, eh?  So  what  they  do  is  they 
get  like  live  servants  who  stand 
behind  Big  Brother  and  then 
with  their  hands  like  cupped 
and  catch  the...  uh...  fecal 
material  eh? 


I was  so  surprised  to  see 
Gladys  on  the  bus  (she  works 
at  the  palace  too,  in  the  west 
W.C.)  and  I told  her  all  about 
my  dream  and  we  talked  all 
the  way  there... 

"...and  Big  Brother’s  been 
constipated  all  week!" 

"Has  he?  Oh,  Queen  Diana 
has  been  letting  them  out  in 
such  small  chunks  lately,  I 


should  have  a long  talk  with 
the  palace  dietition.” 

“‘You’ll  do  no  such  thing!  I 
found  a lovely  recipe  for  petit 
feces  just  yesterday,  so 
remember  to  save  me  some. 
First,  you  dunk  them  in  batter, 
then  roll  them  in  bread  crumbs. 
Next,  deep  fry  them  for 
about  five  minutes.  Recom- 
mended wines:  Beaujolais, 

Burgundy.  It  was  in  this  week's 
LaRousse  Gastronomique  sup- 
plement.” 

“Oh,  I haven’t  had  a chance 
to  read  it  yet.  Last  evening,  I 
had  a wedding  to  go  to  right 
after  work  and  I didn’t  even 
have  time  to  wash  my  hands!" 

“Oh,  the  same  thing  hap- 
pened to  me  once.  People  say 
‘What  IS  that  smell?’  and 
‘Good  Heavens!  Who  threw 
that  rice?  It’s  sticking  to  the 
bride!’  ” 

‘‘Yes,  and  you  have  to  be 
careful  not  to  shake  hands 
with  anyone,  and  not  to  get 
the  cake  dirty." 

“By  the  way,  the  chief 
caught  you  making  ‘san- 
dcastles’  again,  didn’t  he" 

“Yes." 

"You  should  be  more 
careful!  Mrs.  Walkure  was 
caught  making  a shithelm  and 
now  she’s  working  in  the 
Oceania  outlet  ‘A’  distributing 
Chanel  No.  i and  wind-up 
kamakaze  orangutans." 

“Dear  me!  I certainly  must 
be  more  careful.  Yes  indeed." 

“Oh  yes.  You  know  it 
doesn’t  pay  to  be  a shit  distur- 
ber when  Big  Brother  is  wat- 
ching." 
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eteen  Eighty  - Four 


Toike  Book  Review 


The  Adventures  of  Ms.  Sloth  Martin  and  the  Shah  of  Iran 
by  George  Orwell  (deceased) 

Certainly  death  has  not  damaged  Mr.  Orwell's  unique  literary 
style.  In  this  the  year  heralded  by  his  most  famous  novel,  Mr.  Or- 
well has  managed  to  expose  the  dialectic  absurdity  of  modern  life 
while  weaving  a lively  tale  with  spicy  dialogue.  In  the  following  ex- 
cerpt we  find  the  heroine  (Sloth  Martin ) representative  of  the 
modern  ideals  of  freedom  and  self-expression,  meeting  the  Shah  of 
Iran  who  is  symbolic  of  the  old  world  values  of  tyranny  and  op- 
pression. 

I was  standing.  Yes,  I remember  that  well.  It  was  a late  day  in 
August  and  I was  standing  inside  an  orangutan  suit  pulling  out 
my  pubic  hairs  one  by  one.  I stuck  my  middle  finger  in  my 
vagina  just  to  see  if  it  would  still  fit,  what  with  the  stapler  in  ther 
e and  everything. 

It  was  then  that  he  saw  me.  It  says  in  most  of  the  fanzines  that 
he  wears  the  turban  as  a turn-on.  In  “Teen  Sultan”  they  said  that 
he  really  has  water  on  the  brain.  In  “Shawawawa”...well,  I never 
buy  that  one  anyway. 

He  spoke  to  me. 

"Excuse  me,  what  time  is  it?"  he  urged  lethargically. 

“What?  You  mean  now?”  I stuttered. 

“Yes,  that  would  be  helpful,”  he  heaved. 

“I’m  sorry,  I don’t  have  a wristwatch.  Til  have  to  look  at  my 
stapler;  it  has  a built-in  LCD  clock..."  I knew  it  wouldn’t  be 
easy,  but  as  I yanked  and  wrenched  at  the  stapler  to  remove  it,  I 
noticed  he  was  waiting  patiently,  almost  serenely.  Presently,  (af- 
ter making  it  more  presentable)  I presented  him  with  the  stapler. 
He  thanked  me.  "I’ve  checked  up  on  you,  Sloth  Martin,"  he 
informed  me.  "You  are  a silly,  revolting  little  bitch.  You  put 
eyeshadow  on  your  cheeks,  mascara  on  your  nasal  hairs  and  lip- 
stick under  your  arms.  Your  favourite  lunch  is  a toothpaste  and 
melted  butter  sandwich.  Your  hobbies  are  loitering  and  dialling 
disconnected  numbers  only  to  listed  to  " please  hang  up  and  try 
your  call  again... please  hang  up  now”  for  hours  on  end.  You 
belong  to  the  Loyal  American  Loitering  Society.  You  subscribe 
to  Statophile’s  Almanac,  Popular  Loitering  and  Mario  Puzo's 
World  Loitering  Journal.  Each  of  your  ex-boyfriends  has  two 
small  puncture  marks  on  his  penis.  You  put  fibreglass  on  your 
cereal  and  in  your  hamster’s  cage.  Last  year,  you  decided  you 
wanted  an  aquarium,  but  didn’t  want  it  to  take  up  too  much 
room,  so  you  bought  ten  thousand  goldfish  and  a two-litre  fish- 
bowl to  put  them  in,  despite  the  suggestions  of  the  pet  shop 
cashier.  Within  half  an  hour  you  managed  to  stuff  all  of  the  fish 

continued  on  page  10 
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A Life  in  a Day 


It  all  started  one  Venter 
morning  when  I woke  up.  As  I 
looked  out  the  Gloss  window, 
past  the  Ivey  towards  the  Nor- 
th, I could  see  Manchester. 
“Oh  lord!”  I exclaimed  as  I 
saw  the  Reeve  taking  away  my 
new  stainless  steel  DeLory 
sportscar.  As  the  car  was 
towed  down  the  street,  it 
veered  to  one  side  and  slid  into 
the  Rutter.  “Great  Scott.1"  I ex- 
claimed, "the  driver  must  have 
Rimrott  in  his  head!" 

I phoned  my  Cousin,  Lee 
Kwong  Dowkes.  He  is  a Good- 
fellow,  even  though  he  has  a 
few  screws  Luus  in  his  Pidgeon 
brain.  “Are  you  still  drunk?"  I 
asked  him.  "No,”  he  replied, 
"Fm  Soberman" 

“The  Reeve  Haasz  my  car,”  I 
told  him.  “ Will  you  Hoeppner 
along  with  me  to  get  it?" 

"All  Wright."  he  Sedra. 

After  arriving  at  the  car  lot 
near  Charles  and  Jervis  Streets, 

I eventually  got  my  car  back, 
but  it  wouldn’t  start. 

"The  engine’s  Missen,"  I told 
my  cousin.  He  opened  the 
hood.  "Spinner  again,"  he  said, 
while  adjusting  various  screws 
with  Robertson  and  Phillips 
screwdrivers. 

We  drove  back  to  my  house, 


passing  Holt  Renfrew  and  the 
Barber  as  well  as  a few  Mills 
and  Barnes. 

Back  at  my  house,  my  wife 
had  cooked  up  a big  meal  with 
Ham  and  Goosen,  Lamb 
chops,  com  on  the  Cobb  and 
my  favourite,  Slemon 
meringue  pie.  “It’s  Miller 
time!"  I proclaimed,  but  my 
cousin  wanted  a Collins  in- 
stead. After  dinner,  my  cousin 
left,  Gesing  his  wife  might  be 
looking  for  him.  My  wife  went 
back  to  her  Tennyson  book, 
while  I watched  Captain  Kirk 
on  the  television. 

Later,  as  bedtime  ap- 
proached, I felt  like  I was 
Alcock.  My  wife  said  she  was 
tired  and  Moody,  but  didn’t 
object  as  I began  to  Currie  her 
to  bed.  Soon  she  was  squealing 
with  Joy,  and  we  were  both 
Cumming.  Finally  we  drifted 
off  to  sleep  as  Templeton 
talked  from  the  radio  to  the 
empty  room. 


* The  names  in  italics  above  are 
totally  fictitious.  Any  similarity 
these  names  have  with  the  50 
members  of  the  faculty  staff 
with  identical  names  is  purely 
coincidental.  —Ed. 


Dating  Skule 

Hey  Nurses  ...  Tired  of  spending  quiet 
romantic  evenings  at  wrestling  matches? 
We've  got  a classy  evening  just  for  youll  Be 
available  March  17, 1984. 
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MEMORANDUM 


TO:  PROFESSORS  AND  TEACHING  ASSISTANTS  OF  THE  FACULTY 
OF  APPLIED  SCIENCE  AND  ENGINEERING 

Would  the  following  members  of  the  faculty  please  make 
an  appointment  with  Ella  to  see  Mr.  Ron  McKenzie  regard- 
ing their  performance  this  term. 


678949507 

576894602 

568792346 

498673657 

723458671 

658042458 

678354610 

467582456 

398576307 

534789024 

509873462 

609825347 

457689254 

768463520 

786933526 

698120473 

778344571 

596723594 

613458092 

713465304 
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Opinion 

by  Slim  Whitman 


Now  that  it  is  finally  1984, 
we  thankfully  shall  no  longer 
be  subject  to  those  tired 
Nineteen  Eighty -Four  cliches. 
Up  to  now,  Artsie-types  have 
been  appearing  on  T.V.  shows 
like  “ The  Journal”  stroking 
their  beards  and  stoking  their 
pipes  to  the  tune  of  “Well,  this 
government  action  only  goes 
to  prove  that  T984’  is  just 
around  the  comer  and  society 
as  a whole  should  be  made 
more  aware  that...”  (ad 
nauseum).  I certainly  don’t 
need  any  Artsie  clown  with  a 
B.A.  (Bullshit  Artist)  or  a PhD 
(Piled  Higher  and  Deeper)  to 
tell  me  what’s  wrong  with  my 
society!  What  particularly  irks 
me  is  that  their  concept  of  an 
evil  society  is  based  solely  on  a 
mediocre  work  of  science  fic- 
tion written  before  many  of 
them  were  even  bom.  (That 
still  others  attempt  to  support 
far  more  preposterous  notions 
employing  a two  millenium  old 
fantasy  is  beyond  me.) 

Like  it  or  not,  1984  is  here; 
or  as  the  Artsies  say  1984  is 
upon  us.  Is  our  society  as  Or- 
well predicted?  In  Orwell’s 
Nineteen  Eighty-Four,  society  is 
hindered  by  a lack  of  personal 
freedom.  Today,  in  my 
opinion,  society  is  hampered 
by  no  such  deficiency,  but 
rather  by  an  overabundance  of 
freedom. 

Consider  the  laws  that  allow 
your  neighbor’s  dogs  (all  five 
of  them)  to  bark  all  night  and 
shit  with  impunity  all  over 
your  beautiful  lawn.  Is  it  fair 
that  nicotine  junkies  are  per- 
mitted to  share  with  you  their 


cherished  freedom  to  poison 
themselves?  A similar  generous 
desire  to  share  is  demonstrated 
by  the  most  fearsome  bionic 
death  machine;  the  drunken 
driver.  In  order  to  achieve  a 
better,  more  peaceful  society 
we  will  have  to  stop  clam- 
mering  for  more  freedom  and 
be  prepared  to  relinquish 
some. 

However,  as  much  as  I 
despise  the  pseudointellectual 
Artsies,  I do,  in  a way,  feel 
sorry  for  them.  They  no  longer 
have  a date  to  which  to  look 
forward.  For  36  years  they 
have  been  falling  over  them- 
selves to  warn  us  about  1984. 
Are  they  now  going  to  debate 
the  sociological  implications  of 
2001?  Will  HAL  be  the  Big 
Brother  of  the  future?  I think 
not. 

Consequently,  for  the  Ar- 
tsies of  the  future,  I,  Slim 
Whitman,  present  to  you  an 
outline  of  Whitman's  4891. 
This  book  should  keep  Artsies 
busily  in  analysis  for  a few 
thousand  years  to  come. 

WHITMAN’S  FOURTY 
EIGHT  NINETY— ONE 

— An  Outline 

— Boy  hates  Big  Brother. 

— Girl  hates  Big  Brother. 

— Boy  meets  girl. 

— Boy  screws  girl. 

— Big  Brother  watches  boy  and 
girl. 

— Boy  and  girl  are  fucked. 


I think  it's  destined  to  become 
a classic,  don’t  you? 
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Three’s  Company  Ltd. 
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“Jacques?  Jacques?  Jacques 
Strappe!  You  come  out  of 
there  this  instant!” 

The  washroom  door  opened 
and  there  stood  Jacques  Strap- 
pe, youngest  of  the  three  who 
shared  the  small  apartment  at 
69  Beaver  Crescent.  Confron- 
ting him  now  was  a tall,  well- 
built  blonde  (42-24-39)  Hilda 
Herpes,  one  of  that  rare  breed 
woman  whose  bust  size  is 
greater  than  her  IQ-  (Job  of- 
fers poured  in  all  the  same,  not 
withstanding  the  fact  that  her 
typing  speed  was  the  square 
root  of  her  IQ.  But  enough  of 
this  diversionary  arithmetic.) 
"What’s  the  big  hurry  Hilda? 
Don’t  tell  me  you’ve  run  out 
of  Emotion  Lotion  again.  By 
the  way,  do  you  have  anything 
for  cold  sores?” 

“This  is  no  time  for  jokes 
Jacques.  You  know  that 
tonight  is  the  big  date  I’ve 
been  trying  to  fix  for  weeks.” 
“Who’s  joking?  These  cold 
sores  have  been  bugging  the 
hell  out  of  me  the  last  couple 
of  weeks.  I think  they’re 
spreading.  Speaking  of 
spreading  Hilda...” 

“Knock  it  off.  He’ll  be  here 
any  minute,  and  I haven’t  even 
begun  to  put  on  my  make-up. 
i’ll  die  if  he  sees  me  like...” 
*Ding  Dong.* 

“Aieee!  It’s  him!  Jacques, 
you  open  the  door  and  keep 
him  occupied  until  I look 
respectable.” 

“Ha!  You,  respectable?” 
*Ding  Dong.* 

“Jacques!!" 

"Okay,  okay.  Calm  down, 
you’re  gettin’  nipple  erections. 
You  know  what  that  did  to 
your  last  bra.  Ha  ha.” 

“Listen,  do  you  want  Sally  to 
know  your  nickname?  Eh. 
Jacques  Offe?  NOW  OPEN 
THE  DOOR!” 

At  this,  Jacques  promptly 
shuffled  over  to  the  door  and 
threw  it  open,  just  as  Hilda 
slipped  into  the  washroom. 
Standing  there  was  something 
that  might  have  come  out  of  a 
14  year  old  nymphomaniac’s 
wildest  wet  dream.  Jacques 
mumbled  "come  in”  and  then 
stepped  out  of  the  way. 

"Hello”,  came  a deep 
masculine  voice.  “My  name’s 
Gus.  Gus  Pappacrap- 

padopolous.  The  girls  call  me 


Fun  Gus  for  short.  Is  Hilda 
in?  She  was  expecting  me.” 

“Uh...no.  I mean,  yes.  I 
mean,  well,  she’ll  be  out  in  a 
minute." 

“Oh,  I understand.  Has  to 
spruce  up  the  old  knockers, 
eh?  Heh,  heh.  Gee,  those  are 
nasty  cold  sores.  I never  did 
believe  in  public  drinking 
fountains.  Spreads  ’em  like 
crazy” 

“Uh,  yeah.  Actually,  I dun- 
no  where  they  come  from.  By 
the  way,  my  name’s  Jacques. 
Jacques  Strappe.  Hilda  and 
Patti  and  I share  the  apar- 
tment. Strictly  a convenience 
arrangement.  You  know  how 
difficult  it  is  to  find  cheap 
apartments.” 

“Oh,  of  course,’’  replied  Gus 
knowingly. 

They  moved  over  to  the  cen- 
tre of  the  room  and  sat  down 
on  the  well-worn  couch. 

“So,  what  do  you  do  for  a 
living?”  asked  Jacques. 

“Actually,  I’m  unemployed 
right  now,"  said  Gus  with  a 
grin.  “Nobody's  interested  in 
waterbed  tap-dancers  these 
days.  I guess  you  could  say, 
I’m  just  a gigolo.” 

“Well  that’s  ...interesting.” 

“What  do  you  do  for  a 
living?”responded  Gus. 

“Tm  a used  bean-bag  chair 
salesman,”  said  Jacques,  with  a 
touch  of  pride.  “You  know, 
the  market  for  used  bean-bag 
chairs  is  well  hidden.  In  fact, 
the  market  is  so  well-hidden 
that  I haven’t  been  able  to  find 
it  yet.” 

“Hey,  that  gives  me  an 
idea,”  said  Gus.  “You  and  me 
go  door-to-door  with  these 
things.  You  do  the  talking 
while  I do  my  tap-dancing 
routine  on  a used  bean-bag 
chair!  It’s  bound  to  open 
people's  eyes!” 

‘Til  say,"  said  Jacques. 

Searching  for  small  talk, 
Gus  began  again,  “I  tell  ya, 
women  are  just  like 
mushrooms;  they  can  be 
edible,  non-edible  or 
downright  poisonous!... Man, 
speaking  of  edible!” 

At  this  point,  Hilda  stepped 
out  of  the  washroom  in  all  her 
glory.  It  was  all  her  bra  could 
do  to  keep  from  bursting  open, 
just  as  it  was  all  Gus  could  do 
to  keep  his  eyes  in  their 
sockets. 

"Gus!"  cried  Hilda,  “Fun 


Gus! 

"Hilda!  Pardon  my 

language,  but... Holy  Fucking 
Shit,  do  you  look  good!” 

Jacques  was  not  pleased  at 
being  caught  in  the  middle  of 
this  last  exchange.  Showers  of 
the  spittle  variety  were  not  his 
favourite. 

As  Hilda  and  Gus  stood 
there  devouring  each  other  op- 
tically, a fearsome  figure 
strode  through  the  still  open 
door.  It  was  Patti  Putrid,  third 
member  of  the  offbeat  trio  at 
69  Beaver  Crescent,  and  lead 
singer  for  Patti  and  the 
Pubescent  Pulsators. 

"How  was  the  concert,  Pat- 
ti?" queried  Jacques. 

“Like  wow-shit  man.  The 
friggin’  audience  was  like 
fuckin’  wild!  I mean  I saw 
everything  tonight.  That 
cocksucker  in  the  front  row 
with  the  silver  Iroquois 
cut... like  he’s  probably  sorry 
he  was  ever  fuckin’  born  right 
now.  That  prick  had  a box  full 
of  dead  mice,  I tell  ya,  dead 
fuckin’  mice!  And  every  time 
our  lead  guitar  started  a 
friggin’  solo,  he’d  throw  a 
couple  of  these  mice  at  me!  I 
mean  like  I got  used  to  the  rot- 
ten food  a long  time  ago  but 
like  this  kinda  turned  my 
freakin’  stomach!” 

"So  where  is  the  ‘Last  of  the 
Mohicans’  now?”  asked 
Jacques. 

‘Tm  not  sure.  Last  I saw  of 
him,  the  bouncer  was  draggin’ 
him  out  the  back  door  with  a 
pair  of  Vise-grips.  Serves  him 
right,  the  bastard.” 


By  this  time,  Hilda  and  Gus 
had  calmed  - down  to  some 
semblance  of  respectability. 
Patti  was  now  on  her  way  to 
the  kitchen,  but  stopped  short 
in  front  of  Hilda. 

“Hey,  like  where’d  this 
friggin’  puddle  come  from? 
Man,  if  that  prick  on  the  third 
floor  overfilled  his  freakin’ 
bathtub  again...” 

“Oh  never  mind,”  interrup- 
ted Hilda.  ‘Til  clean  it  up.  I 
really  should  have  a talk  with 
that  old  man  above  us.”  Hilda 
went  over  to  the  kitchen  for  a 
rag.  The  puddle  followed  her. 

“Hey  Hilda  baby,"  said  Gus, 
"we  better  get  moving  if  we 
want  to  catch  that  picture  on 
time.” 

“Oh  yes,  certainly.  What 
time  is  it?  Six  to  nine?  Let’s 
run.”  Her  tits  jiggled  with  an- 
ticipation. 

“Now  hold  on  there  just  a 
minute,”  said  another  figure, 
who  had  seemingly 
materialized  in  the  doorway. 

It  was  the  landlord,  Mr.  Gr- 
opes “Ya  know  you  folks 
haven’t  paid  your  rent  for  the 
last  two  months?  You  know 
what  the  laws  are  concerning 
eviction?" 

“Well,  I can  explain  Mr. 
Groper.” 

“No  explainin’  necessary  at 
this  point.” 

“Could  I interest  you  in  a 
used  bean-bag  chair?”  said 
Jacques. 

Then  Gus  chimed  in,  "Gee 
those  are  nasty  cold  sores," 
referring  to  Groper  this  time. 

“Yeah,  I’ll  be  darned  if  I 


know  where  I got  them  from. 
But  don’t  change  the  subject. 
If  I don’t  have  my  money  by 
tomorrow,  the  three  of  you 
are  gonna  find  out  what  it’s 
like  sleeping  on  the  sidewalk!” 

Patti  now  spoke  up.  “Oh 
yeah?  I’ll  bet  the  friggin’ 
cops’ll  just  be  freakin' 
delighted  to  know  you’ve  got  a 
bloody  goat  farm  in  the 
backyard.” 

Now  hang  on  just  a minute 
there...” 

“Now  you  hang  on,  you 
bloody  old  pervert.  Those 
poor  goats  could  probably  use 
a freakin’  truckload  of 
Preparation  H right  now.” 

"Just  what  are  you  getting 
at?”  said  Groper  nervously. 

"Don’t  gimme  that  horseshit. 
You  know  dam  freakin’  well 
what  Tm  getting  at."  Now  Pat- 
ti started  to  approach  him 
menancingly.  "If  you’re  not 
outta  this  apartment  in  3 
seconds,  I might  just  freakin’ 
decide  to  give  you  a blowjob,” 
at  which  point  she  smiled 
broadly  to  reveal  rows  of 
neatly  filed  teeth. 

That  was  enough  for 
Groper.  He  darted  for  the 
door  and  was  not  seen  for 
several  days  afterward,  (during 
which  time  the  goats  were  par- 
ticularly quiet,  according  to 
first  floor  residents.) 

“Oh  well,  another  lost 
evening,"  thought  Jacques  af- 
ter everyone  had  left.  With  a 
sigh,  he  picked  up  a well-worn 
copy  of  Martha  and  the 
Mayonnaise  Salesman,  and 
headed  for  his  bedroom. 


Budweiser.  Brewed  in  Ontario  byLabatt’s. 


GO:  Bom?  More  like  hatched. 

LANCE:  Ohhh!  Ohhh! 

GO:  Is  that  all  you  ever  say,  Hechter?  (belches  extensively) 
Cripes,  I’m  still  hungry... Someone  order  me  another  pizza. 
Hey  boy!  You  heard  me  ...(Gopher  bolts  out  door  to  get 
pizza)  Now  where  were  we  ET?  Aw,  fuck  it.  I've  had  enough 
of  this  circus.  Let’s  have  some  music!  (Grabs  Lance’s 
Walk'man’) 

LANCE:  Ohh!  Oh... (Orwell  leaps  out  of  chair,  grabs  Lance  by 
the  neck  and  hurls  him  through  a plate  glass  window.) 

GO:  Nyuk,  nyuk,  nyuk... 

(BL  white  as  ghost,  Orwell  turns  up  volume  on  Walkman) 
RADIO:  "And  now  the  news... yesterday,  11  Soviet  diplomats 
were  expelled  from  Moscow  for  spying  on  themselves...” 
GO:  Fuuuck!  I said  music!  (changes  station) 

RADIO:  "...AT  FORD,  BUGGERY,  IS  JOB  ONE...” 

Aww,  piss  on  it.  (steps  on  Walkman  just  as  pizza  arrives. 
Opens  box  and  stares  at  contents.) 

GO:  What  the  devil. ..a  six  inch  pizza?  (sound  crew,  staring 
from  sidelines,  breaks  out  laughing)  What’s  so  goddam 
funny? 

CAMERMAN:  (to  Orwell)  Don’t  you  know  Eng  Sci’s  order  pizza 
by  radius? 

GO:  Wha...?  (Notices  gopher’s  Eng  Sci  8T4  jacket  for  first 
time)  Aw  shit. ..hey. ..wait  a minute,  84... 84... that  seems  to 
ring  a bell... 

ENGSCI:  (To  Orwell)  Well  sir,  you  did  write  the  book... 

GO:  I’ll  be  damned!  Someone  here  knows  their  fine  literature, 
(looks  over  at  Lendahand,  now  in  deep  shock,  staring  at 
the  ceiling)  Let’s  split  this  joint,  Kid!  Maybe  Bela  Lugosi’s 
dead,  but  not  George  Orwell!  1984,  and  I’m  immortal!  You 
know,  I feel  like  a good  fucking. ..whoa. ..whoops.. .CRASH! 
(Orwell  slips  on  pizza  crust,  falls,  cracks  his  head  open 
and  dies.) 

Book  Review  —continued from  page  7 

into  the  bowl  with  the  aid  of  a plunger.  How  long  did  it  take 
before  you  decided  to  throw  them  out?” 

“I  still  have  them,  sir.” 

"Yes... I should  have  known.  You  have  faced  over  nine  hun- 
dred charges  of  cruelty  to  animals  and  have  been  cleared  each 
time  on  the  grounds  of  incompetence.  Furthermore,  you  smell 
rather  heavily  of  elderberries." 

“Well,  you’ve  certainly  done  your  homework... how  about  an 
adventure?" 

“Okay.” 

As  the  story  continues  the  reader  is  aware  that  their  adventures 
are  those  of  a modern  ‘every person’. 

It  is  in  the  synthesis  of  the  two  opposing  forces  of  Sloth  and  the 
Shah,  the  new  world  and  the  old,  that  Orwell  provides  us  with  the 
hope  of  'adventure  ’ in  the  future . 
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Interview  — continued  from  page  5 


WHAT’S  ALL  THIS  THEN  NOW? 
MUxei  VwMe&  VcuiIa 

TlMJlfUUllM&it  On  video 

Monty  Python’s  Holy  Grail 

Friday  January  20,  SF  Cafeteria,  4-9  pm 


Classified  Classified  Classified  Classified  Classified 


MACK  TRUCKS  fully 
loaded  available  for  immediate 
use.  Beirut  Trucks  Ltd. 
Lebanon.  Call  "Boomer”. 


TRUCK  for  sale,  used  only 
once.  Real  Cheap.  Some 
assembly  required.  Beirut 
Used  Trucks,  Lebanon. 


COLLEGE  STUDENTS! 
Improve  your  grades!  Order 
101  Ways  to  Cheat  on  Exams. 
Special  added  bonus  if  you  or- 
der now.  101  Reasons  not  to 
be  expelled  for  cheating.  RUSH 
$45.72  plus  P.S.T.  plus 
$10.53  shipping  and  handling 
to  GYPSUM  Enterprises  Box  3 
Greenville,  N.C. 


SPIRITUAL  HEALING 

through  transcendental 

meditation.  Open  meeting  this 
Sunday  at  Old  Masonic  Tem- 
ple. Guest  speakers  Swami 
Harandishnan  and  Yogi  Bear. 
All  welcome. 


WRITE  NO  EXAMS!  Petition 
for  degree.  Send  $10.99  to  rm. 
B24F,  Prof.  John  Alan  Lee, 
Dept,  of  Sociology,  Scarberia 
College. 


21ST  CENTURY  schizoid 
man  looking  for  21st  century 
schizoid  woman.  Send  photo(s) 
and  SASE  to  Box  2112,  Postal 
Stn.  X,  N.Y.,  N.Y.,  N.Y..N.Y. 


SAVE  A BUNDLE  on  your 
home  heating  bills.  Don’t  pay 
them!  Write  for  more  info.,  59 
Swindler  Lane,  Effo,  N.Y. 

MISPLACED  on  TTC  subway 
at  about  7 pm  Sat.  Night,  30 
cases  of  beer.  Reward.  Call 
manager,  Sid  Smith  Pub. 


SAUCER  TECHNOLOGY. 

Box  666,  Arcturus,  Cygnus  X-l 
cluster,  Milky  Way.  In- 
tergalactic  orders  add  $10. 


REPORTS  IMPROVED  We 

produce  only  reports  which 
agree  with  current  theories. 
Send  original  report  and  $19.99 
to  Minitrue. 


WANTED  a single  bass  to  form 
double  bass  with  same.  Please 
send  recent  photo  and  phone 
number  to  Box  69,  The  Toike 
Oike. 


PERPETUAL  MOTION... 

fact  or  fancy?  My  home  video 
flicks  will  make  a believer  out 
of  you!  Write  to  me,  Wanda 
Shapely,  Box  69,  Cummer, 
Kentucky. 


FOUND  on  TTC  subway  at 
about  7 pm  on  Sat.  night. 
Thirty  cases  of  empty  beer 
bottles.  Our  honesty  has  been 
amply  rewarded.  Call  Ron, 
Pres.,  Engineering  Society. 


LOOKING  FOR  A 
CHALLENGE?  Speech/lan- 
guage pathologists  required  to 
work  with  U of  T teaching 
assistants.  Must  have  at  least  4 
years  experience  working  with 
the  mentally  handicapped. 
Knowledge  of  several  foreign 
languages  a distinct  asset.  Ap- 
ply in  person  to  Sid  Smith 

Lobby.  Ask  for  Sid. 

VICTORY  CONDOMS 
Available  in  prole.  Inner,  Outer 
party  and  B.B.  sizes.  Send  $10 
to  Miniluv. 

LOCKS  pose  no  barrier. 
Specializing  in  2nd  floor 
targets.  Call  Wildberger’s  B & 
E,  596-9523. 
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Big  Brother’s  Joikes 


The  minister  was  out  for  his  Wednesday  golf 
game  when  he  saw  another  lone  golfer  at  the 
tee.  The  other  fellow  invited  him  to  join  him 
for  the  round  and  the  minister  quickly  agreed. 
All  was  going  well  until  the  third  hole  when  the 
minister's  partner  missed  a six  inch  putt. 
"Goddammit!  I missed!"  cursed  the  man.  The 
minister  gritted  his  teeth  but  said  nothing.  The 
game  proceeded  amiably  for  two  more  holes 
until  the  fellow  botched  another  easy  putt. 
“Goddamn  sonofabitch!  1 missed  again!"  This 
time  the  minister  had  to  say  something. 
"Young  man.  Don't  you  think  you  should  wat- 
ch your  mouth  around  a man  of  the  Church? 
It’s  just  a game  after  ail,"  admonished  the 
reverend.  The  man  mumbled  an  apology,  but 
three  holes  later  exploded  again.  “Dammit- 
tohell.  1 missed  again,"  he  yelled.  Tm  warning 
you  right  now,"  said  the  minister.  “One  more 
outburst  like  that  and  FI1  use  my  godly 
authority  to  ensure  that  you  clean  up  your  act 
for  good!"  The  loudmouth  mumbled  something 
incoherent  and  the  game  continued.  On  the 
eighteenth  green,  tensions  were  running  high 
with  the  minister  ahead  by  one  stroke  when  his 
rude  partner  blew  another  easy  putt.  "God- 
damnsonof abi  t chlmissedanotherbloodypuit ! " cu- 
rsed the  man.  "That’s  it!"  exclaimed  the 
minister.  "I  call  upon  God  in  all  his  glory  to 
strike  you  down  you  miserable  sinner!"  With 
this,  thunderclouds  gathered  and  rumbled 
ominously  as  the  loudmouth  shrank  into  his 
clothes.  Then  a bolt  of  lightning  split  the  air 
and  left  a pile  of  ashes  were  the  minister  had 
stood  just  moments  before.  As  the  lone  golfer 
looked  on,  bewildered,  a deep  boiee  rumbled 
from  the  clouds,  "Sonofabitch!  Missed  again!" 


An  elderly  lady  walks  into  a hardware  store 
in  search  of  hinges  for  her  cupboard  doors.  Af- 
ter assisting  her,  the  handsome  young  salesman 
inquires,  “Do  you  want  a screw  for  thait 
hinge?" 

"No,"  the  old  woman  grins  mischievously, 
“but  I’ll  blow  you  for  that  toaster  over  there." 


lack  and  Jill  worked  for  an  engineering  firm 
that  was  having  a slow  year.  The  president  of 
the  company,  realizing  that  he  would  have  to 
lay  off  some  of  his  employees,  settled  on  a 
simple  method  of  choosing  the  unfortunates. 
His  plan  was  to  wait  by  the  water  fountain  and 
dismiss  all  those  employees  who  used  it. 

As  luck  would  have  it.  Jill  awoke  the  next 
morning  with  a splitting  headache.  By  the  mid- 
dle of  the  day  she  could  bear  it  no  longer  and 
went  to  the  water  fountain  to  take  an  aspirin. 
The  president  gently  pulled  her  aside  and  ex- 
plained, “Jill,  due  to  our  present  difficulties  I 
am  going  to  have  to  lay  you  or  Jack  off." 

Before  he  could  finish  Jill  replied.  “Well, 
you’r  gonna  have  to  jack  off  ’cause  I’ve  got  a 
headache!" 


An  artsie  from  York,  worried  about  the 
small  size  of  his  penis,  went  to  consult  a 
psychic.  After  hearing  his  story,  the  psychic 
told  him  "I’ve  put  an  ancient  spell  on  your 
dick.  Every  time  that  someone  asks  your  par- 
don today,  your  prick  will  grow  an  inch!" 
Later  that  day,  overjoyed,  the  artsie  bumped 
into  a fellow  artsie  on  campus.  "I  beg  your 
pardon!  said  the  other,  and  Sproing!  There  was 
an  extra  inch!  Not  believing  his  luck  the  artsie 
spotted  an  approaching  Visa  student  and 
casually  jostled  him.  "I’m  so  sorry,”  said  the 
Arab,  "A  thousand  pardons!" 


Q:  Why  did  Got  invent  women? 
A:  Sheep  don’t  do  the  wash. 


A Newfie  and  Scotsman  died  and  went  to 
heaven  where  they  met  St.  Peter  waiting  for 
them  at  the  gate.  ‘Tm  sorry  guys,  but  I’m 
afraid  I have  only  one  more  vacancy,”  said  St. 
Peter.  "To  make  things  fair,  Tli  give  each  of 
you  half  an  hour  to  compose  a poem.  The  one 
who  comes  up  with  the  better  poem  gets  to  en- 
ter heaven  while  the  other  guy  has  to  go  down 
to  the  other  place.  And  to  make  things  a little 
more  interesting,  you  have  to  include  the 
word  ‘Timbuktu’  in  each  of  your  poems." 

So  off  they  went,  composed  their  poems  and 
returned  a short  while  later.  “All  right,"  said 
St.  Peter  and  pointed  to  the  Scotsman.  “Let’s 
hear  yours  first."  “Fine,”  said  the  Scotsman 
and  proceeded  to  read  his  poem: 

T sat  upon  the  crystal  sand 
And  gazed  into  a distant  land 
A caravan  came  into  view 
Its  destination  Timbuktu.’ 

Everybody  was  impressed,  especially  the 
Newfie.  "Weil,”  said  the  Newfie,  “I  don’t  think 
mine  is  as  good,  but  what  the  hell,  Til  give  it  a 
shot.  Here's  my  poem:” 

’Tim  and  I a campin’  went 
Met  three  women  in  a tent 
They  was  three  and  we  was  two 
So  I bucked  one  and  Tim  bucked  two.' 


ELEC  No.  1:  So  how  was  your  blind  date  last 
night.  Ron? 

ELEC  No. 2:  Geez,  don’t  remind  me! 

ELEC  No.l:  What  was  the  problem?  Was  she  a 

dog? 

ELEC  No. 2:  Are  you  kidding?!  She  was  so  ugly 
that  when  she  was  bom  they  slapped  her 
mother's  face! 

ELEC  No.l:  That  bad,  eh? 

ELEC  No. 2:  Christ!  Even  Richard  Dawson 
wouldn’t  kiss  her! 


An  engineer  was  telling  his  buddy  about  the 
time  he  was  caught  with  another  man’s  wife. 

“...and  when  I heard  the  key  in  the  door,  I 
knew  I was  in  trouble.” 

“I  bet!  So  what  did  you  do?" 

"I  jumped  out  the  window  and  hung  onto  the 
ledge." 

"Well,  did  he  find  you?" 

“Yeah.  He  took  the  garbage  pail  and  em- 
ptied it  over  my  head." 

"Geez!  I bet  that  pissed  you  off,  eh?” 

“No,  not  really.  After  that  he  broke  a flower 
pot  over  my  head." 

"Ouch!  I bet  that  pissed  you  off!" 

“Nope.  But  Til  tell  you  when  I really  got 
pissed  off.” 

When?" 

“When  I looked  down  and  saw  that  my  god- 
dam feet  were  only  six  inches  off  the  ground!" 


Professor  Yawn  was  lecturing  when  a 
student,  arriving  late,  allowed  a dog  to  slip  into 
the  classroom.  The  professor  turned  to  the  dog 
and  said,  smiling  at  his  own  wit,  “We’ll  let  you 
stay  if  you  sit  down  and  behave  like  the  rest  of 
the  students." 

Obediently  the  dog  sauntered  over  to  a warm 
comer,  curled  up  and  went  soundly  to  sleep. 


There  was  a flash  flood  in  a small  Irish 
fishing  village.  Everybody  fled  to  higher 
ground  except  the  priest  who  vowed  to  stay 
with  his  church  in  the  belief  that  the  Lord 
Almighty  would  protect  him.  The  water  had 
run  to  knee  level  when  a fisherman  in  a 
rowboat  passed  the  church  and  shouted 
“Father,  come  with  me  to  safety!" 

"No  thankyee.  I’ll  be  puttin’  me  faith  in  the 
Lord,”  the  priest  shouted  back. 

The  water  eventually  rose  to  shoulder  level. 
Along  came  a Coastguard  cutter  which 
bellowed  out  through  its  loud  speaker,  "Father, 
we  will  rescue  you!” 

"No  thankyee,  I’ll  be  puttin’  me  faith  in  the 
Lord."  repeated  the  wet  but  devout  cleric. 

The  flood  waters  kept  rising  and  rising  until 
the  priest,  balancing  on  the  top  of  the  church 
steeple,  could  just  barely  keep  his  head  above 
the  water.  A helicopter  arrived  and  the  pilot 
implored,  “Please  Father,  grab  outo  the  ladder 
and  I will  lift  you  to  safety!" 

"No.  thankyee,  I'll  be  puttin’  me  faith  in  the 
Lord,"  the  priest  confidently  replied. 

The  water  rose  some  more  and  finally  the 
poor  priest  drowned.  Upon  his  arrival  at  the 
pearly  whites,  he  asked  God.  “Lord, 
didn’t  you  save  me?" 

God  angrily  replied,  "What  the  hell  did  you 
want?  I sent  a row  boat,  then  the 
Coastguard..."  . 


